DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
An extraordinary scene, in Europe in 1938, twenty years after
the war to save civilization. They had been drummed together
one day, some of their furniture loaded into lorries, and then they
and their furniture had been taken out of the town and put down
on the open road, a few yards from the Czechoslovak frontier.
They had stacked the furniture together, beds and wardrobes and
chests-of-drawers, in a series of three-sided compartments, and
then the Jews from Czechville, having heard of their plight, sent
out supplies of tarpaulin and they had made rough tents and were
living there like that. Picture to yourself that you are dumped
down on the Brighton road with a bed, a wardrobe, one or two
chairs and chests, and that you then roof and wall-in the whole
with tarpaulin, and you will have the scene before you.
They were in a cruel plight, the Germans behind crying for-
ward and the Czechs in front crying back. But the Jews in Czech-
ville had come magnificently to their help, they had sent out
bedding and fuel and cookers and clothing and ample supplies of
food and by the time I saw them, when they had already been
there several days, they had the worst of their immediate cares
behind them — save for their tragic and extraordinary plight, stuck
there between the frontiers. But that, as I knew, could not last
long (later the Czech authorities allowed them in and a grant
from a foreign refugee fund was made to put rough quarters for
them in a habitable condition) and their bodily welfare was being
cared for. They were in no danger of starvation or epidemics.
I talked to them all and promised to do everything I could to
make their plight known and get them quickly freed from it.
They were, as you can imagine, full of bitterness and hatred, not
only for the Germans, but, as I thought, for a Christian world in
which they saw only enemies. Their attitude to me, who had taken
a deal of trouble in their behalf, interested me. One elderly
woman, after inquiring who I was, said contemptuously, cOh, a
) ournalist. What can you do to help us? Write an article, I suppose.3
In the event, I think the things I wrote^ helped to get them out
of no-man's-land quicker than they would otherwise have escaped
from it, but let it pass.
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